DANTE AND BEATRICE

Such an exceeding glory went up hence
That it woke wonder in the Eternal sire,
Until a sweet desire

Entered Him for that lovely excellence,
So that He bade her to Himself aspire ;

Counting this weary and most evil place

Unworthy of a thing so full of grace.

" Wonderfully out of the beautiful form

Soared her clear spirit, waxing glad the while;

And is in its first home, there where it is.
Who speaks thereof, and feels not the tears warm
Upon his face, must have become so vile

As to be dead to all sweet sympathies. ..."

Later, he tells us how he found consolation in
the sympathy of a certain " young and very
beautiful lady," consolation so tender and kind
that he confesses, in self-reproach, that his " eyes
began to be gladdened overmuch by her com-
pany, through which thing many times I had
much unrest, and rebuked myself as a base
person."

That he also experimented with the commoner
anodynes of grief seems certain from this stern
sonnet addressed to him by his first of friends,
Guido Cavalcanti:

" I come to thee by daytime constantly,

But in thy thoughts too much of baseness find :
Greatly it grieves me for thy gentle mind,

And for thy many virtues gone from thee.

It was thy wont to shun much company,
Unto all sorry concourse ill inclined :
And still thy speech of me, heartfelt and kind,

Had made me treasure up thy poetry.